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Songs OF Love And Hate 


We will fight tomorrow. I'll say something stupid-about your music, or how | don't want you to work on those 
fucking projects of yours. You'll yell at me, that | drink too much, or that | have no right to forbid you, that 
its not my fucking business. I'll lose it and slap you-maybe not very hard, but it'll hurt and probably leave a 


bruise. You'll jump at me and hit me right back, but l'm tough, I've been through much worse. 
Or maybe you will just push me aside and leave without a word. 


You know exactly how crazy and fucking worried | get when it's three in the morning and | have no idea where 


you are, or even if you're coming back at all. 


But right now you are here, pushing against my body, needing and wanting. You lick a path up my neck, suck 
again on the same red spot you left there two nights ago, and scrape your teeth over it. Gently, this is not 
the time for hurting, just hard enough to make me throw my head back and beg for more. And | do. No 


inhibitions, no shame. 


You've seen me weak and vulnerable so many times before. 


Your mouth seeks out my mouth. You say my name as my hands grip your hips and pull you closer. My 


tongue slips into your mouth, fighting your tongue for control-and it's always about control. 

| arch up; | need to feel you all over me. You shiver when | let my fingers slide down your back, down the 
curve of your ass, and inside you. The muscles on your back tense, then relax. A gasp for air, a groan, and 
your kiss turns into a desperate bite-just your way of telling me how welcome | am. 

You roll off me and spread your legs, inviting and demanding at the same time. Your lips curl up in a confident 
smile-you know | wouldn't dare refuse this invitation. | slowly slide inside you and with every inch of your body 
that you surrender to me, you surrender a piece of your soul, too, until | own you completely. 

We find our rhythm and let it take over. The heavy smell of your sweat clogs my mind, makes me forget 
about yesterday, makes me not think about tomorrow. Your nails dig into my ribs in an urgent plea, but that 


pain is just a faint sensation, nothing compared with the warmth of your ragged breath on my skin. 


And just a split second before | crash inside you, | realize again that it's not about control, that it's all about 


you, that I'm nothing without you. 
Then there is only the frantic beat of your heart under my cheek and your fingers tangled in my hair. 
‘lm sorry, about yesterday," you say. "| didn't mean-" 


"Yeah, l'm sorry too." My lips close on yours, shutting you off with a kiss. There is no need for explanations; 
we've done enough of that in the past. There's a fucking short distance from explanations to another fight. 


We will fight tomorrow, when the night is over. 


(end) 


